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was actually indifferent to me what became of the ship, -
and  I should  I  verily   believe   have  heard  with  com-
posure that she was sinking.    This continued until we
reached the Canaries, when Mr. Rogers, the Chief mate,
came into my cabin one morning soon after day broke,
desiring I would get up and go upon deck to see the land,
to which I replied, as I really thought was the case, that
I had not strength left to enable me to do so.   Whereupon
Rogers, (a rough, vulgar, swearing seaman, but as good a
creature as ever lived) said, " Pooh!   pooh !    Damn my
eyes!" (a common phrase of his upon all occasions) " What
blasted stuff and nonsense is this !   Do you want to lay there
and die ?   Come, come, get up, I say, and draw a mouthful
of fresh air, which will cure you."   Finding I did not seem
disposed to take his advice, he without further ceremony
cast off the lanyards of my cot, and down it came.   I there-
fore had nothing left but to try and put on my clothes,
Rogers sending his servant to assist me, and returning him-
self to help me upon deck, where, on my arrival, a sublime
scene presented itself to my sight.   We were close in shore,
under the Island of Teneriffe.   The sun, which had not risen
to us, was shining upon the upper part of the Peak, giving
the most luxuriant tints to the snow capped summit of
that stupendous mountain, and varying the colours as its
light descended until the glorious orb appeared above our
horizon, when a thousand new beauties of nature were
displayed.    The sea was serene and smooth as a looking
glass.   This I believe I may pronounce the first time I ever
saw the sun rise except over the tops of houses in the smoky
atmosphere of London.   I continued upon deck, looking
at the land as we gradually glided on until dinner was an-
nounced, when I entered the Cuddy, eat near half of a
boiled fowl, drank a pint of wine, and felt quite renovated.
From that hour my sickness ceased, and I began to enjoy
myself;  I entered into all the fun and joined in all the
tricks that went forward in the ship.

Captain Waddell, then about forty years of age, naturally
grave, with an appearance of shyness or reserve, possessed